THE    SPINNER   AND   THE   MONKS

them, a partaker, though I could hear no sound of their
voices. I went with the long stride of their skirted feet,
that slid springless and noiseless from end to end of the
garden, and back again. Their hands were kept down at
their sides, hidden in the long sleeves and the skirts of their
robes. They did not touch each other, nor gesticulate as
they walked. There was no motion save the long, furtive
stride and the heads leaning together. Yet there was an
eagerness in their conversation. Almost like shadow-
creatures ventured out of their cold, obscure element, they
went backwards and forwards in their wintry garden,
thinking nobody could see them.

Across, above them, was the faint, rousing dazzle of
snow. They never looked up. But the dazzle of snow
began to glow as they walked, the wonderful, feint,
ethereal flush of the long range of snow in the heavens, at
evening, began to kindle. Another world was coming to
pass, the cold, rare night It was dawning in exquisite,
icy rose upon the long mountain-summit opposite. The
monks walked backwards and forwards, talking, in the first
undershadow.

And I noticed that up above the snow, frail in the bluish
sky, a frail inoon had put forth, like a thin, scalloped film
of ice floated out on the slow current of the coming night
And a bell sounded.

And still the monks were pacing backwards and for-
wards, backwards and forwards, with a strange, neutral
regularity.

The shadows were coming across everything, because
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